the astonishment of his companions, removed his hat
and approached him.
The other, quite impassive, arrested this eagerness
with a curt and frigid word or two, deliberately enun-
ciated in his warm voice.
"I don't know you. Who are you?"
Fageot, still holding his hat in his hand, bowed and
introduced himself:
"Robert Fageot, of the Press."
Without so much as pausing, de Guy let fall the
simple words:
"Ah! Good evening!" the deliberate rudeness of
which passed Fageot by, but which was acknowledged
by Lavarenne with a slight compression of the lips and
a sort of pinched smile of envy and contempt.
Thus, gradually, they came to know the regular
actors of the theatre, and often, through one or another
of them, sometimes just before the curtain rose, some-
times unexpectedly in the middle of the performance,
would receive tickets for the show. Once or twice they
even succeeded in penetrating to a dress-rehearsal,
where, with an eye to further invitations, they ap-
plauded wildly. But the more pathetic moments left
Michel quite unmoved; indeed, when the lover cried
aloud his love or sobbed his despair, when de Guy, for
instance, went through his well-known death-agony,
complete with hiccoughs, death-rattle, and final con-
vulsion, Michel, growing ever colder as the emotion of
the house intensified, would glance round sardonically
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